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have coldly put away my play in a bos, and this morning Planche came and asked me for it, to see what it is like. He is to give me his opinion next Sunday.
So, dear, much to do, much company, much annoyance, and little result. However, let me tell you that Taylor, the collector of Spanish pictures and former Commissary for the King to the Theatre Francais, aucl the director Vedel and Desmousseaux have taken so high an opinion of me as a dramatic writer that they have asked me to give them, as soon as possible, a play entirely comic, saying that they would have it played immediately. They are convinced that I can write for the stage.
March 16.
Planche took my play to read; he is to return it in two days, and will doubtless tell me what it is worth. Stendhal, who was present at the reading at Custiue's, writes me the little' line which I enclose in this letter, and which he signs, by an inexplicable habit, Cotouet. He never signs, except officially, his real name, Henri Beyle.
I am not well in body or in mind. I feel a horrible lassitude, which, in regard to my head, is not without danger. I have no longer either force or courage. The obstacles I have been accustomed to overcome increase enormously and terrify me. Anxieties about money liavo become for me what the Furies were to Orestes. I nm without support, enervated, without even kindly sentiments, without the faculty of feeling any, of any kind. I am a negation. Ah! these moments are terrible, especially when, for want of money, I cannot shake myself together by a journey. There are no pleasures for me ; none but those of the heart. That is the only thing that intellect has not yet overrun; it is. the only thing it can never displace.
Adieu; this is a letter on which I have written for twove happened in my life since I wrote
